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RIP VAN WINKLE. 



npHIS way, children, and hear me tell 

Of Rip Van Winkle's wonderful nap, — 
The oddest fortune that ever befell 

A merry and good-for-nothing chap ; 
Of all the snoozes and slumbers deep, 
The strangest, longest, and strongest sleep I 
Up in the heart of the Hudson hills. 
The lordly, beautiful Kaaterskills. 

Who has not heard of the Catskill peaks. 

Lifting their haunted tops so high 
From the deep, broad vale, which the river seeks, 

To the thunder-clouds in the summer sky ? 
Their sides are red in the morning sun, 
And blue and golden when day is done. 
But in misty Autumn you see them stand 
In all the colors of Fairyland. 

Under these mountains snuggling down. 

In Sixteen Hundred and Sixty-Six, 
The Dutchmen were building Kaatskill town 

Of crock|fy-ware and Holland bricks ; 
There were lots of windmills and weather-vanes. 
The gable-windows had latticed panes. 
And every house had a sanded iloor. 
With a cabbage-garden before the door. 



It was j/a/i Mynheer, and yah ya Vroww ; . 

The goodwives spun in the open air ; 
The men wore breeches, as records show. 

Ten kinds at a time, pair over pair ; 
They looked all day at the weathercock 
And smoked their pipes, but at eight o'clock 
They drank some schnapps, and wagged their headi 
And covered themselves with feather-beds. 

In Seventeen Hundred and Sixty-Six, 

When we were under King George the Third, 
The queer old people began to mix 

Their Dutch and their English, word for word ; 
But in gartered hose they stumped about, 
And lived on bacon and pickled kraut. 
While a burgomaster ruled the town 
And the children feared his terrible frown ! 

Rip Van Winkle, who farmed it here. 

With his son and daughter and scolding wife, 
Whenever the latter was n't near 

Led a jolly and harum-scarum life. 
Dunder ! how he would idle and shirk, 
Wet weather or dry, his regular work ! 
His roof was leaky, his larder bare. 
And his buckskin breeches let in the air. 



ILS'i'-W 
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RIP VAN WINKLE. 



" Rip, the old man won't hurt you, dear ! " 
Said a mother who led her child that way. 

The wanderer turned as it caught his ear : 
" Kind woman, what is your name, I pray ? "' 

"Judith," His eyes began to twinkle ; [Winkle. 

" And your father's .' " " His name was Rip Van 

One time — 't was twenty years since, alack ! 

He went a hunting, and never came back." 

" And where 's your mother ? " he asked at length. 

" She died in a bleeding-fit, last year, 
Scolding a peddler beyond her strength. 

Just after I married Gardenier." 
" One change for the better among the rest ! " 
Thought Rip, and he caught her to his breast, 
" Judith ! I am your father ! " he cried, 
" Lost all this time on the mountain side. 

" And there 's my son, — and it makes me weep. 

For only last night, it seems to me. 
He was small as your's — and I went to sleep — 

Now I 'm old, and I don't know how it can be. 
And your husband, — he 's one of the little boys 
Who sat and watched me making their toys. 
Does nobody, then, in all this crowd, 
Know Rip Van Winkle .' " he sobbed aloud. 

" I used to know him," said one old dame, 
"When he went away he was in his prime ; 

Why, yes ! 't is himself, the very same ! 

Sho .' where have you travelled all this time ? " 



Rip told his tale to the crowd about. 

But they shook their heads with prudent doubt. 

Till Peter Vanderdonk came along. 

The sage and counsellor of the throng. 

He vouched for Rip, and declared he knew. 

From a wise tradition handed down, 
That Sir Hendrick Hudson and his crew 

Still haunted the mountain near the town ; 
Each twentieth year they gathered there ; 
Whoever should meet with them, and dare 
To drink of their flagon, would slumber then 
Till the twentieth year came round again. 

Rip lived in peace at his daughter's home. 
And trotted his grandchild on his knee. 
Nor after that was he known to roam. 
But smoked his pipe, a widower free. 
With an old man's right, he sat once more 
On the bench in front of the tavern door. 
And told his tale, as I tell it to-day, 
To every stranger who passed that way. 

And still, when the Autumn days are warm. 
Though fourscore years have speeded by. 
You can hear a sound like a thunder-storm 
Pass over those mountain summits high ; 
You can hear the echoes rattle and roll 
With every ball that the Dutchmen bowl. 
Far up in the heart of the Hudson hills. 
The lordly, beautiful Kaaterskills. 
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